CHARLADIES
distance of this one. They develop a not dissimilar vicarious
house-pride. They do a little cooking, they keep an eye upon
the primitive store-cupboard, they produce mouse-exter-
minators, magic corkscrews and darning wool, and they add
a spot of private laundering to their comprehensive work.
They mend. They shop. They mother.
If they do less than this for their women employers, that
is because, as a rule, they feel less protective to members of
their own sex, and may go so far as to think some of them
rather fortunate. The relation is a different one, and upon
both sides it is more critical. A bachelor may prefer his home
to be somewhat of a den; a woman will often show morbid
concern over the dusting of a mantelpiece. A man prides
himself upon his good nature; a woman upon her scrupu-
lousness. A man relies upon his char; a woman, who by the
way is more often at home while the work is being done
than the man can ever be, insists upon supervising. But char-
ladies will do much for women also, if they like them; and
it is upon this point that all service, good, bad and indifferent,
turns. Do your servants like you? The charlady, at heart,
resembles ourselves. She prefers to be treated, within reason,
as if she were human. Is she to blame for that?
Mistresses sometimes, from egotism, from jealousy, from
thoughtlessness, treat the charlady as if she were something
just horridly emerged from her own pail. Too many of them
think of her as *she,* or as *the woman/ considering her a
lump of muscle paid to do all the more disagreeable work
of the house and then depart to limbo. They make no effort
to discover what lies behind a grim or reckless manner; but
condescend, order and enforce obedience by snubbery. Such
women abuse a power which they enjoy only by the day. It
is too bad of them. Or, being alone and in search of dis-
traction, they gossip, grow too confidential, take alarm at
their own unwisdom, resent the freedom they have en-
couraged, try to scramble back to dignity, quarrel and dis-
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